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HARDYKNU T/E. 
ASCOTTISH FRAGMEN T. 


TATELY ſtept he eaſt the wall, 
And flately ſtept he weſt ; 

Full ſeventy years he now had ſeen, 

With ſcarce ſeven years of reſt. 
He lived when Briton's breach of faith 5 

Wrought Scotland mickle woe; 

And aye his ſword told to their coſt, 

He was their deadly foe, 


High on a hill his caſtle ſtood, 
With halls and towers on height ; o 
And goodly chambers fair to ſee, | 
Where he lodged many a knight. 


COMMENTARY. 


V. 1. to v. 33. I had once thought that this fine 
fragment of genuine heroic poetry, was imperfect at the be- 
ginning as well as at its concluſion ;; but I am now inclined 
to a different opinion. The compoſition is of a very 
peculiar nature, and ſeems to be the effuſion of another 
Steſichorus, who in the judgment of Quintilian,* ſuſ- 

| A | tained - 
* Steſichorum quam fit ingenio validus, materiz quoque oſten-, 
dunt: maxima bella et elariſſimos canentem duces, et epiei 
carminis onera tyra ſuſtinentem. Quintil. I. 10. c. I, 


4 HARDYKNUT'E 


His dame ſo peerleſs once and fair, 
For chaſte and beauty deem'd 

No equal“ had in all the land, 15 
Save Eleanor the queen. 


Full thirteen ſons to him ſhe bare 
All men of valour ſtout; 
In bloody fight with ſword in hand, 
None loſt their lives but doubt.+ 20 
Four yet remain; long may they live 
To ſtand by liege and land ; 
High was their fame, high was their might, 
And high was their command, 


1 Great 
Marrow. Orig. 


+ Without contention and bravery. 


3 — ——— — . . — — _ 
COMMENTARY. 


tained on 1 lyre the weight of epic poetry. 1 appears 
to be of the epico-lyrie kind, blending in ſome degree 
the characters of each of theſe ſpecies and thereby afford - 
ing an uncommon pleaſure to the reader. The Poet filled 
with his ſubject burſts forth at once in the praiſes of his 
nero, without even informing us of his name. He deſ- 
cribes him as vigorous in a green old age, ey but Rind · 
5. His gallant atchievements againſt the enemies of his 
country, the ſituation of his ſtately caſtle, the number of 
his family, the matchleſs attractions of his queen, the 


valour of his ſons, and the rare beauty of his daughter 
| form 


A SCOTTISH FRAGMENT. 5 


Great love they bare to Fairly-Fair, 25 
Their fiſter ſoft and dear; 
Her girdle ſhew'd her middle gimp, 
And golden gliſt her hair. 
What woeful woe her beauty bred ! 
Woeful to young and old; 30 
Woeful I'trow to fant cad big 
As ſtory ever told, 


The king of Norſe in ſummer tide; | 
Puft up with power and might, 

Landed in fair Scotland the iſle, 35 
With many a hardy knight. | 


'* Kyth. Orig. 


- — 


COMMENTARY. 


form the opening of the piece; and the reader is given to 

expect a future relation of the miſeries which were occa- 
fioned by the charms of his daughter Fairly-Fair, which 

would probably have fortned a kind of Feptods, but is now 

unfortunately loſt, 

I think this introdutioff is of a une nature. V. 39.6 
v. 53. We are now informed of the ſubject· matter; name 

ly, the invaſion of Scotland by the king of Norway. 

As ſoon as the king of Scots hears of his arrival, he is 
repreſented as behaving with a ſpirit and reſolution worthy 


of his high flation, He orders his ſteed to be got ready 
as A2 | and 


"20" 247 


| 5 


6 HARDY ENU r E. 


The tidings to our good Scotch king, 

Came, as he fat at dine, 
I With noble chiefs in brave array, | 
| | Drinking the blood-red wine. | 49 


2 


Jo horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, 
| Pour foes ſtand on the ftrand; - ; 
5 Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears 
| The king of Norſe commands.” 
_ Bring me my ſteed of dapple grey, 45 
| | Our good king roſe and cried ; 
A truſtier beaſt in all the land 
A Scots king never tried. 


1 Go little page, tell Hardyknute, 

That lives on hill ſo high, 90 
is N Jo draw his ſword, the dread of foes, 
4 And haſte and follow me. / 


_——Y — — — PP 
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TE | COMMENTARY, 


and with alertneſs commands one of his pages to repair 
inſtantly to Hardyknute to inform him of the invaſion. 
This is the firſt time the name of Hardyknute is men- 
fioned, and the poet raiſes a high idea of his hero's cha- 
racter, by repreſenting the king of Scots as turning with- 
out a moment's heſiration to this powerful baron for aſſiſt- 
. ance, 


———_ A tt 22 9 2 "yy 


' V. 53* 


A SCOTTISH FRAGMENT. 7 


The little page flew ſwift as dart, 
Flung by his maſter's arm; 

Come down, come down, lord Hardyknute, 55 
And rid your king from harm, | 


Then red red grew his dark-brown cheeks, 
And red his dark-brown brow ; 
His looks grew keen, as they were wont, 
In dangers great to do. 60 
_ He'as ta'en his horn, as green as glaſs, 
/And given five ſounds fo ſhrill, 
That trees in green-wood ſhook thereat, 
So loud rang every hill. 


His 


— — — 


COMMENTARY, 


V. 53. to v. 113. The page is now diſpatched, and 
without any circumlocution we are informed of his arrival 
at Hardyknute's caſtle, by hearing the ſhort ſpeech of the 
page to him. This I think is conceived with great force. 
The appearance of Hardyknute or the receipt of this meſ- 
ſage is deſcribed in a ſtile and ſpirit worthy of Homer. He 
is conſcious of his own importance, and of the neceſſity 
of obeying inſtantly the call of his Sovereign, He 
changes colour, and his dark brown bro wy (the 
xvavea op; of the Grecian) reddens at- the 
thought of the high exploit he was abqut to undertake. 
He then ſounds his horn and ſummons his ſons to attend 

A3 him. 
* Hom. II. I. 


L HARDY K NU T E. 


His ſons in manly ſport and glee 65 
Had paſt that ſummer's morn; 

When low down in, a graſſy dale, 
They heard their father's horn. 

That horn, quo? they, ne'er ſounds in peace, 
We've other ſport td bide : ” 70 

And ſoon they hied them up the hill, 

And ſpon were at his ſide, | 


Late, late yeſter* ey'n I ween'd in peace 
To end my lengthen'd life; 
My age might well excuſe my arm 78 
From manly feats of ſtrife, 
But now that Norſe does proudly boaſt 
Fair Scotland to inthrall, 
| "Tſhall ne'er be ſaid of Hardyknute, 
5 He fear'd to fight or fall. 80 
1 Baobin 


The Zeſtrene Orig. 


COMMENTARY. 


him. On their arrival, Hardyknute makes a ſpeech 
expreſſive of his high-born ſpirit, and declares that though 
his age might well excuſe him from the perils of war, 
yet he cannot bear to remain inactive, when his king 
and country claim his aſſiſtance. He now ſpeaks to his 
ſons each by his name; and we are informed of their 

- ſpecific qualities: that Robin was famous for his Kill in 
arch» 
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Robin of Rothſay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrows ſhoot fo liel; 
That many a comely countenance 
They ve turn'd to deadly pale. 
Brave Thomas; take you but your lance, _ 85 
You need no weapons more, 
If ye fight with't as you did once 
Gainſt Weſtmoreland's fierce heir. 


And Malcolm light of foot, as ſtag 15. 

That runs in foreſt wild, 90 

Get me my thouſands three of men | 
Well-bred to ſword and ſhield. 

Bring me my horſe and harneſyne, 
My blade of metal clear ; 

If foes kenn'd but the hand it bare, 95 
They ſoon had fled for fear. b 


* — _— 
p * - - * 8 7 


* 


COMMENTAR V. 


archery, Thomas, for wielding the lance, and Malcolm 
for ſwiftneſs of foot. The old man prides himſelf in ſuch 
a generous progeny ; and reminds one of the pſalmiſt : 
„Like as the arrows in the hands of the giant, even fo 
„ are the young children: happy is the man that hath 
„ his quiver full of them; he ſhall not be aſhamed when 
„he ſpeaks with his enemies in the gate. | 
een A 4 FAA The 
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Farewell my dame, fo peerleſs good, 
(And took her by the hand) F 
Fairer to me in age you ſeem, es 
Than maids for beauty fam'd.“ _ 
My youngeſt ſon ſhall here remain, | 
To guard theſe ſſately towers, 
And ſhut the filver bolt that keeps 
So faſt your painted bowers.“ 


And firſt ſhe wet her comely cheeks, 105 
And then her boddice green, | 
Her filken cords of twirtle twiſt 
Well plett with filver ſhene ; 
And apron ſet with many a dice 
Of needle work ſo rare, © 110 
Wove by no-hand, as you may gueſs, | 
Save that of Fairly-Fair, And 


—_— 


ET — 


COMMENT AR VL. 


The venerable warrior then addreſſes himſelf to the 


female part of his family, and in affectionate terms takes 


leave of his peerleſs dame, now fairer in his eyes, though 
ſtricken in years, than when in the bloom of youth. He 
tells her, that he will not leave her defenceleſs, but that 


her youngeſt ſon ſhall ſtay behind and guard the caſtle, 
His dame is deſcribed as manifeſting a mutual affection, 


and we have a picture given us of her dreſs, heightened by 
one endearing circumſtance, namely, that it was woven 


by the hand of her own daughter, 
Ver, 


A8COTTISH FRAGMENT. 1 


And he has ridden o'er moor and moſs, 

O'er hills and many a glen, 
When he came to a wounded knight 115 

Making a heavy moan.. — 
© Here muſt I lie, here muſt I die, } | 
| By treachery's falſe guiles „ hs | 
Witleſs I was, that &'er gave faith | 
To wicked woman's ſmiles,” * 129 


„Sir Knight, if you were in my bower, 
To lean on filken feat. 

My Ladies? kindly care you'd prove, 
Who ne'er kenn'd deadly hate. 

Her ſelf would watch you all the day, 125 

Her maids at dead of night ; 

And Fairly- Fair your heart would chear, 
As ſhe ſtands in your fight.” 


— 


COMMENTARY. 


Ver, 113. to ver 145. Hardyknute now ſets off; but 
as he was journeying on his way, he came to a place 
where he ſaw a wounded knight who lay on the ground 
-making heavy lamentations. This forms a beautiful 
little epiſode, and gives an unexpected variety to the 
narration. He offers the knight any aſſiſtance in his 
- power, tells him that he might chooſe any of his attend- 

ants 


„% HARDYKNUTE.. 


$6 Ariſe, young knight, and mount your ſteed, 
Full lowns“ the ſhining day; 130 
Chhooſe from my menzie f whom you pleaſe, 
b To lead you on the way.“ 
With ſmile-leſs look and viſage wan, 
The wounded knight replied; 
* Kind chieftain your intent purſue, 135 
For here I muſt abide. | 


To me no after day, nor night 25 
Can eꝰer be ſweet or fair; Wy 
But ſoon beneath ſome dropping tree | 
Cold Death ſhall end my care.“ 149 


e Shines, + Retinue 


-”. 


COMMENTARY, 


ants to lead him on his way; nay, that he was 
welcome to lodge in his own caftle, and aſſures him 
that his own wife and daughter would foſter him, and 
pour balm into his wounds, till he ſhould be reſtored. 
'The Knight returns bim thanks for his courteſy, but 
declines accepting his offer, declaring it his intention to 
wear away his wretched exiſtence in that ſolitary waſte, 

| Hardy» 
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With him no pleading might prevail; 
Brave Hardyknute him to gain 

With faireſt wards and reaſon ſtrong 
Strave courteouſly in vain, 


Since he has gone far round about“ 10 
Lord Chattan's land fo wide; | 
That Lord a worthy wight was aye. 
When foes his courage fied, 
Of Pictiſh race by mother's fide * 
When Picts ruled Caledon, 80 
Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid, 
When he ſav'd Pictiſh crown, 


Now with his fierce and valiant+ train, 
| He reach'd a riſing height; 
Where broad encamped on the dale, 155 
Norſe Army; lay in fight, | 
| ** Yonder 


C Hynd attowre. Orig, + Stalwart. Orig. + Menzie. Orig. 


ke ASS - WW” — — 


COMMENTARY. 


Hardyknute finding that he could preyail neither by fair 
words nor reaſon frong, purſues his road. 

Ver. 145. to ver. 185, The warrior and his company 
now arrive at Lord Chattan's territories, and in the true 
ſpirit of Homer, we have a character drawn of this noble 
chieftain, his generous lineage and warlike atchieve- 
Soma nd data 

8 without 


44 HARDYKNU TE, 


% Yonder my valiant ſons and fierce 
Our raging foemen* wait, 8 
On the unconquer'd Scottiſh ſword 
To try with us their fate. 160 


Make oriſons to him who fav d 
Our ſouls upon the frood; 

'Then bravely ſhew your veins are fill'd 

With Caledonian blood.“ 
Then forth he drew his truſty blade, 165 
| While thouſands all around 

Drawn from their ſheaths glanc'd in the ſun, 

And loud the bugles ſound. 


* Kendo Orig... + Croſs. f Glaive. Orig. 


Ti 


COMMENTARY, 


without ſome account of his character. Hardyknute now 


reached a riſing height of ground, whence he deſcried the 


encampment of the Norwegian army. As ſoon as he viewed 
it the poet repreſents him, (by that beautiful figure uſed 
by Milton and other great writers, abruptly, without 
introduction) the poet, I ſay, repreſents him as addreſſing 


> his valiant attendants and directing their eyes towards the 


enemies of their country, But to ſhew the holy ſpirit by 
which he was animated, before he bids them exert 
their native courage, he exhorts them to make oriſons 
to the Saviour of the world, who died for them on 
the croſs, At the concluſion of his ſpeech Hardyknute 

| 1 drayy 


A 8COTTISH FRAGMENT 25 
\ 
Jo join his king adown the hill, | 
In haſte his march he made; 170 
While, playing war- tunes,“ minſtrels meet 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. | 
Thrice welcome valiant ſtouph of war, 
Thy nation's ſhield and pride; 
Thy king no reaſon has to fear; - 4 x56 
When thou art by his ſide: 


Then bows were bent and darts were thrown, - 
For throng ſcarce could they flee ; 
. The darts clove arrows as they met, | 
The arrows dart the tree, 180 
Long did they rage and fight full fierce, 
With little ſeathe to man; 
| But bloody bloody was the field, | f 
'Ere that long day was done. 


® Pibrochs. Orig. + Pillar, 


. 8 * me OO 


COMMENTARY. 


draws his ſword, while thouſands around him at the 
fame inſtant glanced in the ſun, and the trumpets found 
a blaſt, to compleat each circumſtance of glorious prepa- 


ration. We have now a full picture of martial array 


Hardyknute haſtens to join his king, and minſtrels farely 


 fride before him, playing war- tunes, and celebrating the 


fortune of the king of Scots in having ſuch chm 


to maintain his cauſe, 
| FI We 


i 
: , 


is HARDYKNUTE.” 


The king of Scots that ſeldom brook'd 18; 
The war that look'd like play ; 
Drew his broad ſword and broke his bow, 
Since bows ſeem'd but delay. 
Quoth noble Rothſay, mine I'll keep, 
I wot it bleeds a ſcore ;” 1 90 
Haſte up my merry men, eried the king, 
As he rode on before. 


The king of Norſe he ſought to find | 
With him to mence the faught* | 
But on his forehead there did light 1935 

0 A ſharp unlucky+ ſhaft : 
0 begin the fight. |, f Unſonſie. Orig. 


g * 1 2 
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COMMENTARY. 


We are now hurried into the midſt of the battle, in 
the true lyrical ſpirit ; javelins and darts hurtle in the air 
with the confuſed noiſe and throng of the contending 
armies ; though as yet no great carnage had enſued. 
Ver. 185, to ver. 224+ The poet here paints the king 
of Scots as a man of true courage, ill brooking the flow 
execution done by, the arrows, and wiſhing to engage 
ſword to ſword, However Hardyknute's ſon, Rothſay, 
refuſes to lay aſide his bow, well knowing his peculiar 
Kill, and hereby a propriety of character is preſerved. 

The King of Scots rides up to meet his royal Norwegi- | 
| an antagoniſt, but an unlucky ſhaft ſtopped him in his 

7 career, 


A SCOTTISH FRAGMENT. iy 


As he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow keen, 
Oh woeful ehance! there pinn'd his hand 
In midſt between his eyne. 200 


Revenge, revenge, cried Rothſay's heir, 
Your mail coat ſhall nought bide 
'The ftrength and ſharpneſs of my dart ; 
Then ſent it through his fide. 5 
Another arrow well he mark'd, 5 205% 
It pierced his neck in twa; | 
His hands then quit the filver reins, - 
He low as earth did fa.“ 


« Sore bleeds my liege, ſore ſore he bleeds l 
Again with might he drew 210 


And geſture dread his ſturdy bow, | þ 
Faſt the broad arrow flew, 


Fall. 


career, though he was not fatally wounded, Rothſay, 

perceiving the enemy who ſhot the dart, calls out, Re- 

venge, revenge, and diſpatches two arrows which flew the 
warrior who wounded the king of Scots. 


aſide to make a ſhort pathetic exclamation over his 


COMMENTARY, 


Rothſay, though in the midſt of his fury, yet turns 


bleed- 


if HARDYKNUTE. 


Moe to the knight he ettledꝰ at; 
Lament now queen Elgreid z q 
Hie dames, to wail your darling's fall, 215 
His youth and n weed. 


4 Take off, take off his coſtly jupe 

| (Of gold well was it twin'd, 

Knit like the fowler's net, through which 
His ſteely harneſs ſhin'd :) ” 220 

: Take, Norſe, that gift from me, and bid | 

Him venge the blood it bears ; 

Say if he face my bended bow, 
He ſure no weapon fears. 

"ro * © 
Proud Norſe with giant body 28 
Broad ſhoulder and arms ſtrongſg, | 

Cried, Whereis Hardyknute ſo fam'd, 

And fear'd at Britain's throne : 


N 


| Though 
* Aimed 


þ . i 


COMMENTAR . 


bleeding ſovereign, and inſtantly diſpatched another arrow, 
which drew many a tear from dames who were enamoured 
of the youthful knight it flew. He orders his jupe or 
garment to be ſtripped off the corps, which apparel is 
deſcribed with the minute exactneſs of Homer, and ſends 
it to the King of Norway, all ſtained with gore as it was, 

and 


A SCOTTISH FRAGMENT. 1g 


Though Britons tremble at his name, 
I foon ſhall make him wail, 230 
That e'er my ſword was made ſo ſharp, | 
So ſoft his coat of mail,” 
That brag his ſtout heart could not bide, 
© Tt lent him youthful might: | 
& I'm Hardyknute ; this day, he cried,” 10 
To Scotland's king I hight®* 
To lay thee low as horſes hoof ; 
My word I mean to keep. 
Then with the firſt ſtroke ee he ſtruck, 
He made f his body bleed. 440 


Norſe? eyne, like grey goſnawke, ſtar'd wild; 
He ſigh'd with ſhame and ſpite : 
<6 Difgrac'd is now my far-fam*d arm, 2 
That left thee power to ſtrike,” 


„ Promiſed. 
+ Garr'd. Orig. 


— 


COMMENTARY, | 


and bids him avenge the death of the warrior, Ver, 
225 to256, Now the giant king of Norway appears in 
all his might, and vaunting his own proweſs. calls aloud 
for Hardyknute to engage with him and laughs at the 
name which Britons trembled at. The ſpirit of Hardy- 

| B knute 


o HARDY K NU T . 


Then gave his head a blow, ſo fell 245 
It made him down to ſtoop, 
As low as he to ladies us d 


Full ſoon he rais'd his body bent, RES 

His bow he marvell'd ſair; ;, 250 
Since blows till then on him but dard, 

Like touch of Fairly- Fair. 
Norſe marvell'd too as ſore as he, 

To ſee his ſtately look ; 


So ſoon as e'er he ſtruck a foe, 256 
So ſoon his life he took, ? 
+ Sore. 


a 


COMMENTARY. 


knute burnt within him, and ſeconded a noble anſwer to 
the Norwegian vaunt by as noble a ſtroke, The king of 
Norway fighed, with fame and ſpite, and the deſcrip- 
tion of the behaviour of the combatants is ſuch, that 
the war ſeems to grow darker at their frown, 

V. 256. to v. 288. This Poem being a fragment, I am 
not certain whether ſome intermediate ſtanzas are not loſt 
in this place, in which the death of the king of Norway 
wes | deſcribed, as it is afterwards alluded to. The 
reader perceives that the ſpirit of the poem requires, 

| that 


Z 
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"There, like a fire to hether* ſet, 
Bold Thomas did advance ; 
A ſturdy foe, with look enrag*d | 
Up towards him did prance. . 260 
He ſpurr'd his ſteed through thickeſt ranks 
The hardy youth to quell, 
Who ſtood unmov d at his approach; 
His fury to repell, 


90 That ſhort brown ſhaft ſo 1 
Looks like poor Scotland's geer; 

But dreadful ſeems the ruſty point!” 

And loud he laugh'd in jeer. 

Oft Briton's blood hath dimm'd its ſheene,. 
This point cut ſhort their vaunt. “ 270 

Then pierc'd the boaſter's bearded cheekkñ 
No time took he to taunt. 


Shore 


- ® Heath-breom, 
that he ſhould ſupply many intermediate ideas. We are, 
next preſented with a combat between Thomas, the 
ſecond of Hardyknute's ſons, and a ſturdy young warrior 
of Norway. The taunt caſt on Thomas by his adver- 
fary, and the refleftions on the nakedneſs of Scotland are 
well conceived and expreſſed. The young Norwegian 
howerer ſoon fell beneath the hand of the ſon of Hardy- 
'B 2 knute, 


% .HARDYKNUTE, 


Short while he in his ſaddle ſwung, 
His ſtirrup was no ſtay ; 
\ So feeble hung his unbent knee, A 898 
- Sure taken he was fey.® © 
Then on the hardened clay he fell; 
Right far was heard the thud ; + 
But Thomas look'd not as he lay, 
All weltering in his blood. 280 


On rode he north the plain; | 
His ſeem} in throng of fierceſt ſtrife, 
When winner aye the ſame. 
Nor yet his heart dame's dimpled cheek 285 
Could move ſoft love to brook ; 
Till vengeful Anne return'd his ſcorn, 
Then languid grew his look. 
185 In 


21. 1 
1 Sound. 


| | Appearance. 
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COMMENTARY, ' 


Enute, whoſe character is amiably portrayed by his not 
glorying over the fallen foe, nor expreſſing the leaſt ſur- 
i |  piiſe at his ſucceſs in war: careleſs and unmoved in the 
| midſt of battle, and after conqueſt his appearance the 


A SCOTTISH FRAGMENT. ap 


In throes of death, with faded cheek, | 
All panting on the plain, . age 
The fuintitg corps.of U be | 1 
Ne'er to ariſe again. . 
Ne'er to return to native land 
Do more in blitheſome ſounds | | 
To boaſt the glories of the day, 298 


On Norway's coaſt the widow'd dame 
May waſh the rocks with tears, 
May long lock o er the ſhipleſs ſeas, 
Before her mate appears. 300 
Ceaſe Emma, ceaſe, to hope in vain z | 
Thy lord lies in the clay ; 
The valiant Scots. no foes permit? 
To carry life away. 
® Nue revers thole. Orig. 
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ſame. The poet adds, he was never ſubdued by the 
power of love, till the fair Anna returned his ſcorn, but 
then his look ſhewed figns of ſubmiſſion. I conceive that 
in this place alſo ſome ſtanzas are loſt, in which the uni- 
verſal rout of the Norwegian army was deſcribed, as I 
pegs rung os rg n | 
the ſucceeding lines. 

V. 289. to v. 312. Theſe verſes, which I am now 
confidering, I conceive no poet of antient or of modern 


De 
1 


There 


* 


2 HARDYKNUTE 
There on a lee, where ſtands a croſs 305 


Set up for” monument ; 
Thouſands full fierce that ſummer's day 
Fill'd keen war's black intent. 
Let Scots, while Scots, praiſe Hardyknute, 
Let Norſe the name ay dread ;. 29% zg60 
Aye how he fought, oft” how he ſpar'd, 
* lateſt ages read. 


Loud and ill blew the ahifling wind; 
Sore beat the heavy ſhower ; 
Murk grew the night, &er Hardyknute 316 
Was near his ſtately tower. 
e His 
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Ame ever ſurpaſſed, either for the pathos of the ſenti · 
ment or the dignity of the expreſſion. It would be need- 
leſs to enlarge on the beauties of this paſſage, in which 
the concluſion of the bloody conteſt and its fatal conſe- 
quences are ſo forcibly deſcribed. But as to the cha- 
racter of the great Hardyknute, the poet has conveyed - 


more in a ſingle line, than he could have done in thou- 


ſands; * 4y bow he fought, off? how, be ſpared ; 
thereby exhibiting the character of a perſect hero. He 
| | | could 


N * 
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His tower that us d with torches* blaze 
To ſhine fo far at night, | 

Seem'd now as black as mourning weed; * 
No marvel ſore he ſigh'd. 320 


1 There's no light in my lady's bower, 
There's no light in my hall ; 
No blink* ſhines round my Fairꝶ· Fair 
Nor ward ſtands on my wall. | 
What bodes it? Robert, Thomas, ay — 8 
No anſwer fits their dread: | 
« Stand back, my ſons, I'll be your guide; 
But by they paſs'd with ſpeed. | | 
| « Ag 
Torch. 
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could not have concluded this part of his poem miges 
nobly, 

V. 313. to the end. When the battle was finiſhed, 
Hardyknute and his ſons repaired home to his caſtle ; 


but ere they had reached the ſpot they evidently perceive 
that ſome unexpected diſaſter had happened in their ab- 
ſence. The towers were not blazing with the accuſtomed 
light, nor was there a ſignal of joy and ſatisfaction to be 
ſeen; all was dark and'dreary. The anxiety of the aged 
warrior and his ſons is highly pictured; and he who could 

| ; with · 
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| There ceas'd his brag of war; 330 
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36 "*HARDYKNUTE, be. 


As faſt I've ſped o'er Scotland's ſoes— 


Sore ſhim'd to mind ought but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly-Fair. | 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear 
He wiſt not yet with dread : 2 
Sore ſhook his body, ſore his limbs, 335 
And all the warrior fled.— 


h e 


COMMENTARY, 
withſtand a thouſand foes undiſmayed, is repreſented as 
finking under the weight of domeſtic calamity, for we 


find that all the warrior fl. * * * dare ſay 


every reader laments with me, that the i injury of time, 
or whatever the cauſe may have been, has deprived us of 
the remaining part of this fingularly beautiful poem, 
which the uncommon powers of the compoſer could not 
but have rendered in the higheſt degree intereſting and 
affecting. Qui/quis ille, gualiſcungue, fileatur : but 
though probably we ſhall never be able to aſcertain its 


real author; yet be he antient or modern, his work muſt * 


for ever be read with pleaſure, and his genius revered ; 
for we muſt univerſally acknowledge, that in his exalted 


ſpirit the pure well. bead of porſy did dwell, 


P. 8. A ſecond part has lately been publiſhed, but it 
is ſo inferior, that it cannot be eſteemed as the production 
of the ſame pen, 
F I NN. . 
. 
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